everybody goes to the main boulevard for the daily promenade,
to see and be seen, and that throng, pushing slowly along
between the warder-like gendarmes, contains some of the best,
looking and best-dressed young men and women you can find
anywhere in Europe.

Belgrade will be one of the finest capitals in Europe if they
plan it in time and do not spoil it by random and
unco-ordinated building. As yet it has not made up its mind
what it wants to be. In the hurry of the post-war years it has
missed the opportunity to evolve a distinctively Serb architec-
ture, to become a Balkan capital with a character all its own,
and has gone racing after American and German ideas in
architecture, with questionable success.

It has opportunities unequalled by any other city. It lies
at the confluence of two great rivers, the Danube and the Save.
' In the middle of the main street, Piccadilly in terms of London,
the ground abruptly falls away to show a rolling Balkan vista
and the broad Save, with busy shipping. But as yet the
Belgraders have not made up their minds what to do with this
rare opportunity for town-planning. They were rather puzzled,
for that matter, to know what to do with Ivan Mestrovic's
war memorial, a magnificent nude figure of an armed warrior,
many times more than lifesize. The city fathers decided that
the closely cloistered wives and daughters of Belgrade were not
yet ready for nudes, and the warrior was put away on a
promontory overlooking the Danube, right down by the old
Turkish citadel, where you can see him only by craning your
neck.

Changes beyond their dreams, these - twenty years have
brought the Serbs. Twenty years ago you looked down from
Kaligmegdan Gardens across the Danube and over there, that
yellow building, was Semlin Station, the Austrian frontier post.
And now Austria is far, far away, and you have taken Slovenia
and Bosnia and Herzegovina from her and Croatia from-
Hungary and you have absorbed the little kingdom of
Montenegro and you are well on your way to become a Great
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